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Two Bollocks to Rub Together 


Author's Notes: 
This is all you need to know. Well all right, this too. 


Fucking Bedlam 
January 1988 


Steve is a man of action It isn't that he is incapable of deep thought; his loo is littered with books designed to 
facilitate those very moments of existential inquiry. But in his daily life, when the devil sends the beast with 
wrath, he is easily found, easily satisfied, within the whiles of activity. Concept album? Keyboards? What are 
we fucking Genesis now? Fuck me sideways with Jesus on a stick. Come on now. If | wanted to play progressive 
cunting metal, I'd switch the dry ice machine to maximum pea-souper, grow a fucking beard and drape myself 
in robes. | have never heard such bloody nonsense. | would rather be nailed to the ground with fucking tent 
pegs and have a horse defecate on my face from point blank range than play ten more seconds of this fucking 


monstrosity. 


Steve calls it ‘subverting the genre’. 


Steve is an arse bondit. 

Never in human fucking history, since fish first slithered onto the land and sprouted limbs, has there been a 
more insipid album than the one we are recording at the moment. It sounds like watered down elephant 
smegma slowly dripping into a plastic bucket. It makes us sound like a group of middle-aged gelatinous cocklords. 
"Oil" Davey waved his hand. "Wire cutter!" 

"Wot?" | frowned at him. 

"Wire. Cutter. Fucker." 

"Why in tarnation would you want a wire cutter?" 

"Dunno, Ade, to cut my D string maybe?" 

| sighed and opened my case. "Yeah, you can piss off, and all." 

"Blimey. It ain't even ten and you're on the warpath already." 

| retrieved the wire cutter and tossed it at Davey. 

"That could have taken my eye out!" 

"Your eye would have been a borus," | muttered. 

"Cantankerous sod." 

"Fancy a beer?" 

"Drink is all | have, mate." 

| winked at Davey and ambled over to the kitchen 

„and walked straight back into the studio. 

"We're out" 

Davey's eyes narrowed. "Do you mean to tell me that we are out of beer?" 


| scratched my head and prayed to fuck to let him drop it. "Crazy, eh?" 


"You could say that," he leaned against his guitar stack, eyeing me suspiciously. “Especially since | put a couple 
of six-packs in the fridge not half an hour ago." 


"Weird, that: 

"Yeah, something's weird mate.” 

| shot him a quick scowl and tuned my guitar. 

"Morning lads," Bruce swaggered in and dropped a bag on Nicko's bass drum. 
"Heya!" Davey chimed 

"Hi 

Bruce burst out laughing, 

"You've started early," | lifted my brow. 


Its your face, Ade. Oh mate, let me take a picture and hang it in the loos. | reckon it should be available on 
the NHS as a remedy for constipation" 


"Nah, one look at your mug and they'll be needing a cure for diarrhoea" 
Davey bowled over in laughter. 


| see standards are up to their usual level," Steve breezed in. "Thanks for the beer, Davey. H, why'd you dash 
out earlier? Wanted to talk to you about something.’ 


"| forgot my wire cutter." 

Davey shot me a bemused look. 

"What were you going to use it for?" Bruce grinned. "Circumcision?" 
"Going out for a fag," | muttered and left the studio. 


eR 


It was raining, again | looked up at the skies and imagined God himself hauling himself to his feet, unzipping his 
flies, parting the clouds and pissing directly on me, for my unbelievable cocktwattery. 


| don't fancy him. 


| did not spend all of last night tossing and turning, and tossing some more, thinking about him. My situation is, 
from its arse to its fucking elbow, one, long stagnant pool of premium grade cockwash. / do not fancy him. | 
would rather chew off my fucking scrotum. | would rather eat an entire fucking yurt, washed down with 
fucking beige paint recently shat out of an incontinent yak's anus, than admit to fancying him. 

Yeah? 

Nice one. 

"| don't feel well," | mumbled to Davey after we'd spent a long day cuing rhythm. 

"What's that?" Steve joined us, as welcome as bubonic pus. 

"Whey, ‘Arry, you're everywhere aren't ya?" 

He looked concerned. "What's going on, Ade?" 

"The usual," | said, certain my smile looked more like a sneer. 


"What about the tonic Bruce gave ya after lunch?" 


| picked up the plastic cup. "Oh yes, I'm sure this radioactive swill that tastes like that pink water you get at 
the dentist is going to fix me right up." 


A small smile played about his lips. "H, what are you doing this evening?" 
"Well, if Davey has his way, I'll be chained to his bedpost:" 

Davey choked out a laugh. "You're released for the night, love." 

"Hm," | scratched my chin. "What did ya have in mind?" 


"Well, | know you're not happy with the new material. Lets hammer it out over a few beers. We've barely 


spent any time together since we've been back. | miss ya" 
| couldn't stop staring at his mouth when he spoke. 


‘lm not gonna lie to you. | fucking hate everything we're doing at the moment. This album should be a series 
of fucking axe-driven upbeat bangers with the sound of six-shooters fired into the fucking ceiling with both 
hands. | hate the concept. | hate the keyboards. | hate the fucking choir. Sorry, but this ain't what | signed up 


for." 


He leaned in. "We'll sort it" 
My eyes carried over his long tumble of dark curls. "Ill be over later.” 


XE% 
Progressive metal. 


Jesus H fucking crucifix dildo, what fucking contaminated metal petri dish did this wanking genre crawl out 
from? I've strangled fucking dogs with a more metal attitude towards music than these fucking clotwads. You 
know, it beggars fucking belief that they can put a man on the moon but they can't fucking invent giant, 
roaming airborne disposal units with special antennae so that every time some fucking special needs case 
squeaks metal and keyboards in the same breath it triggers a glass suction tube to descend on them, fucking 
inhale them up, mince their remains and shoot them in the direction of one of the moons of Jupiter. | mean, 


come the fuck on, science, aribal 


| arrived at Steve's a little after eight. | wasn't expecting miracles; | was clearly outvoted when it came to the 
musical direction we were heading in. Davey, bless him, fucking loved it. And it gave Steve the excuse to 
explore abrupt rhythmic shifts, unusual time signatures and other crimes against humanity, like jazz fusion. | 


told the lads the day we experiment with fucking fusion is the day | leave Iron Maiden. 


Look, | love classical music, okay? I've even been known to listen to the odd King Crimson record, but don't 


fucking fuck with my metal. 
"Hey mate," Steve smiled and motioned me in 
"Need to piss," | mumbled and went straight upstairs to the bathroom. 


| may have stayed in the loo for a little longer than necessary. The thought of facing Steve all alone was 
chilling. It was all right when the others were around, | could block certain thoughts, certain images, out of my 
mind. But what distraction would there be from his intense chestnut eyes tonight? The way his luscious dark 
curls moved as he walked, and most worryingly, his voice? The places he touches with that smooth, erotic 


voice of his.. It's as if Steve has a direct line to the hottest, most masculine parts of me. 

Probably a good idea if | pissed now. 

| unzipped, aimed, fired, and looked at myself in the mirror. My mousey blond hair hung in tufts around my 
shoulders. My face isn't much to look at but | have a hard body of sinewy muscle and | am the best fucking 
axeman in the goddamn northern hemisphere. Oh, Davey isn't half bad. He's fucking brilliant actually. But he 


ain't me. The sounds | can coax out of a guitar were illegal until not very long ago. 


"H? Did you fucking drown in there?" 


| want Steve's toes in my mouth. What shall | have for brekkie tomorrow? Mmm, lightly buttered wholemeal 
Toast, pomegranate marmalade, poached quail's eqgs and a small headache having emerged from a coma 
following the imbibing of a cocktail of my own devising in which key ingredients were ketamine and fucking 


kerosene. 


GET THE FUCK OUT OF STEVE'S TOILET, YOU MONUMENTAL FUCKING SMEGMA-BREATHED LITTLE DISCHARGE 
OF BABOON SPUNK. 


xX 
His jaw flexed "What's your fucking problem, Adrian?" 


| drank way too much and got way too pissy, which resulted in numerous trips to his toilet to fucking piss. 
Yeah, that's the way to seduce your bassist, with incontinence. 


"Let me give it to you gentle," | sneered. "That stench coming from Stratford-Upon-Avon ain't the drains. It's 
fucking Shakespeare shitting himself in his grave!" 


"Yeah, and you've perfectly conveyed that excremental condition in your playing." 

| blinked. "Wot?" 

He shrugged. "It's like you don't give a monkey's anymore. You've given up. That solo you produced today? I'm 
sorry to break to ya mate, but that was the worst truncated guitar solo in fucking history. It sounded like a 
dying kitten mewing for help, then remembering that this is a world with you in it and deciding not to fucking 
bother!" 


| gaped at him. 


"I'd suggest you drown your fucking sorrows, Ade, but it would probably be best all round if you fucking 


drowned yourself" 

| took a deep breath. | had no idea he felt that way about me and my playing. The magnitude of hurt was 
staggering. Maybe l'm strange and perverse, but I've always thought there was something sexy about a 
compelling fight. 

But, "you cheerless, shitspreading monkey," was all | had to say. 

| got up and he followed me out to the corridor. 

Imagine Jesus, instead of having to carry the cross to the fucking Calvary, carrying a giant ten foot long 


flaccid penis instead. That's what fighting with Steve feels like. Pointless, painful, and completely emasculating. 


What a strange species we are. We fetishise each other's failings, we gloat as we fall, we instinctively seek out 


the worst explanation for each other's behaviour. We hate things we don't understand, and we actively create 
a culture of repression, especially in ourselves. You know, it's plausible that by now humankind could have 
evolved to the point of sprouting wings, telepathy, the capacity to flit through wormholes to the other ends of 
the cosmos, and to become invisible at will. However, we're stuck as the fucking lumps of earthbound flesh- 
clay that we are because as a species, we're held back by the sort of emotionally backward pond scum ethics 
with two bollocks to rub together but piss all in the way of brain cells. 

"Ade," he sighed. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean it like that, don't take offense." 


| chuckled. "Oh ‘Arry, what didn't you mean exactly? That braying bollock-chewing tirade? Because it felt pretty 


authentic to me. | had no idea you hated me so much." 

"Don't be ridiculous!" he spat. "lm fucking hurt, you wanker." 

| wasn't aware of just how close he'd moved to me until now. So many details came into focus. The shape of 
his lips, the line of his neck. His body took up so much space around me it was hard to breathe. | could feel his 
heat and we weren't even touching. 

‘Oh youre hurt are you? Fuck me. l'm surprised sharecroppers in the Deep South don't have an annual fucking 
whipround for youl You are, bar none, the smuggest little shit to have ever entered my life. Consider this my 
notice. I'm leaving Maiden" 

| couldn't take another second of this. 

| pushed passed him. 

He grabbed my arm and swung me back towards him, pushing me against the wall. His hands moved to my 
neck, and | noticed | wasn't the only one breathing heavily. He ran his thumb along my jawline and down my 
throat, hips pinning me to the wall. 


"In what lunatic reality do you think I'm going to let you go?" 


My heart was pounding so hard | knew he must be able to feel it and | was sure my legs were giving way, but 
he held me up, and pushed me harder against the wall. 


"Get off me," | said through clenched teeth, giving no fight whatsoever. 
I'd rather get you off," he murmured. 


My heart stopped in my chest. What had just happened? | drifted into him as if he was my new centre of 


gravity. | ached with a desire so intense | started to shake. 


"Are you in shock or just appalled?" his eyes remained steady on mine. 


| grabbed a handful of his long hair, remembering all the times I'd dreamt of doing it. | let my hand drift down 


his back and pulled him even closer to me. "Steve," | whispered. 
A slow smile stretched his lips. "The answer is yes." 
His hand slid around my waist and over my arse, drawing me closer, until his lips breathed me in and we were 


sharing one breath. Then he wrapped his lips around my finger and sucked hard as he slowly pulled the digit 


free. 


No More Lies 


4 Hours Later 
Sod all, fuck all, London 


Waking up to a breakfast of cornflakes and a gallon of rum extracted by stomach pump from a recently 
deceased alcoholic tramp, | realised that | passed out from all the beers | imbibed the night before. Little did | 
know that Steve harboured the same feelings towards me, but by the time the fucker made them known, | 
was dead to the world. What a dickless, worthless goop of a missed opportunity. There was no snogging or dick 
grinding. Not a brass farthing. Not even a fucking handjob. Get over it. Eating my flakes and looking into Steve's 
eyes, | decided to avoid the subject until roughly lb centuries after the Sahara has been officially closed down 
due to fucking sand shortages. 


Steve sipped his tea. "You look pale, H. Aspirin?" 
"Fuck off" 
He smirked. 


You know, in these times of social and economic unrest, when you sometimes wonder whether the fuck it's 
worth carrying on, thank goodness there is one sustaining thought, and that is the fantasy of pinning down and 
punching your bandmate hard in the face for I2 hours straight for being the cacophonous twat of a cock that 
he is. 


eR 


And so, like another TV series involving a touchy-feely American family, like a hairy pig's nipple discovered in a 
fucking bag of pork scratchings, like another fucking Manchester United title victory, the world gets what the 
world could least of all fucking do with-another Iron Maiden album. Seventh Son of the Seventh Son was 
released last week. It wouldn't be so bad if you knew it was going to be the last one, before NATO forces 
actually wake up to their fucking duties and do what they should have done years ago, and that is to bomb 


our fucking studios back into the fucking stone age. 
"Oh, diddums," Davey clucked in mock-sympathy, "you love it really." 


"If sea levels do rise, | hope it's due to unsold copies of our fucking album having to be dumped over the side 


of an enormous boat chartered by our record label” 
He handed me a beer. "Cheer up, H. Bruce'll be ‘ere soon" 


"Thank you, Davey. | feel so much better in the knowledge that the fucking conduit of the fucking flatulence of 


Satan will be joining us momentarily.” 


Davey picked up a magazine. "Ade, shut up and drink beer." 

"Gladly." 

Moments later, Bruce walked in flanked by the object of my homicidal fancies. | took a deep breath. | felt like a 
seven-leqged giraffe that fucking lives underwater only emerging from the ocean's surface once every six 


months to shit on dry sand. 


"H you rotter," Bruce sat by me. "I missed ya at Ralph's last night. Where the fuck were you? Planning the 
bombing of Yamaha's keyboard factory?" 


"Ie leaked pus from fucking sores with more wit, Bruce." 

He whistled. "Careful lads, Ade's in a gothic mood." 

| swallowed a mouthful of beer. "Don't worry mate, my gothic army is dead and gone, hanging upside down like 
fucking bats in a barn in fucking Whitby Abbey. So anyway," | looked at Steve, "thought you were in Paris 
playing bigshot with the suits." 

A half-smile stretched his lips. "Alarmed to see me, eh?" 

"Yes," | said flatly. 


Steve wasn't expecting that, and the other two exchanged looks. 


"Well, I'm back," Steve exhaled smoke and gave me a lingering look. "Have you lads had the chance to think 
about the label idea? Davey?" 


He shrugged. “If itll give us more control, why not. What's the initial start-up?" 
"About half a mill, nothing we can't afford" 

"Virtually negligent," Bruce added 

"Bollocks." 

Three pairs of eyes turned to me. 


| pushed forward on the couch. "Is there anything left of the shit you were on when you came up with this 
idea? Because | want it straight in my fucking veins." 


"Eh?" Steve frowned. 


"We couldn't run a fucking bath, let alone a fucking record label. ls your head going to be out of your arse long 


enough for you to be involved on a daily basis?" 

Steve sighed. "Fuck sake. We'd all be running it, H Not just me." 

"Bonus," | snorted. "Eddie incorporated. First its this goat's abortion of a fucking album, and now you want to 
jeopardise everything we've worked for and risk alienating everyone in the business just so that you can 
spread your toxic brand of progressive metal. What's next on the agenda, ubercuntmeister Harris? Line of 
supermarkets? Fleet of yachts? Maiden the musical directed by Andrew Lloyd Webber?" 

Bruce regurgitated on his beer and Davey smacked his back. 

Steve didn't find it funny. "Adrian-" 

"Even if there were a worldwide fucking music shortage, with punters prepared to pay fucking black market 
prices for music, any fucking music like it was fucking condom elastic in wartime, our label would still fucking 
fail because were in charge of it and we're not fit to be in charge of our own fucking body functions!" 
Bruce and Dave roared with laughter. 

"You appear to be angry,” Steve said quietly. 

"| appear fuck. It's not a fucking guise or a fucking illusion. | am angry." 

Steve rubbed his neck. "Bruce, Davey. See ya down the pub, yeah?" 

Bruce frowned. "Are you fucking kidding me? | was just about to get the popcorn" 

Steve gnashed his teeth. "Dickinson" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Come on, Davey. We better get back to Brit and Raven. They said something about a 
Russian friend, Ola, and | dunno about you but | quite fancy the idea of a transatlantic soirée after these two 
getting me all hot and bothered." 

"Transatlantic?" Davey stood up and put his jacket on 

"Yeah," Bruce released his top button. "Raven is from Finland. Blimey, they're all sex maniacs up there. l'm 
expecting the Russian minx to be of a similar bent. Mmmm. Brit's American, and she's bringing along her mate, 


Emerald." 


Steve grinned. "Let me get this straight, the two of you and four women?" 


"Five, actually. There's this English bird, bit of posh totty. We're saving her for you, ‘Arry. Think Ade might 
take a shine to Emerald. You like redheads don't ya, Ade?" 


| picked my fingernail. "I'll give her one, yeah." 


Davey sighed. "Do us all a favour and work through your fucking issues already, all right? Just fucking blow 
each other and be done with it. Talk about foreplay." 


And then there were two. 

Part of me wanted to launch myself at him, to climb his body and pull it around me. To sink into its depths 
and hard tattooed hotness. To watch him, tanned and perfect against my bare skin. The other part of me 
wanted to smash him over the head with my fucking Fender Stratocaster and play with his blood, smearing it 
all over me. We glared at each other for three whole minutes before joining the others in the pub. 

| mean, was this the cock to end all cocks or what? 

XE% 

"Listen, you basic cognitive skills-lacking tosser, I've ‘ad enough!" 


| groaned. "Davey, turn it down will ya" 


Davey rolled his eyes and plopped on the sofa beside me with a whoosh of air. He fired up a couple of 


Marlboros and gave me one, shaking his head in annoyance. 

"| love you, Davey." 

He scoffed. "Love my knob. You're hungover and fucking annoying." 

"Oi, we're having a tender moment ‘ere. Don't shit all over it with the facts." 


Davey shot me a sideways glare that soon turned into a grin. "Oh, H. You'll be the death of me. Honestly, 
another year of this and I'll need high blood pressure meds." 


"Just doing my bit for the pharmaceutical industry." 
He nudged his knee against mine. "Anyway, tosser" 
| inhaled a lungful of smoke. "Yes, wanker? Was there a follow up to that?" 


"Can we have a serious conversation, or do we need to make an appointment for that?" 


"Proceed" 
"Our bass player" 

| messed with the flint-wheel on Davey's Zippo. "What about him?" 

Davey looked at the lighter. "Is talking about ‘Arry gonna be a fire hazard, Ade?" 
"Fuck off" | muttered 

‘Look, H, | want to understand. But | can't do that if you keep shutting me out 

| sighed. "Nothing to understand. 

"Mate." 

"Leave it," | gazed into the flame. 


“That's exactly what Bruce and | have been doing over the last few months, leaving it. Because trust me, this 


ain't anything we want to dwell on. But-" 
"Bruce?" | frowned. "What's he got to do with it?" 


"I have eyes, you idiot," Bruce emerged into the sitting room and yawned, helping himself to a toasted crumpet 


on the coffee table. 
"Oh look, sleeping beauty is up," Davey grinned. 


Bruce scrunched his eyes in acknowledgement and then fixed them on me, munching loudly and licking warm 


butter off his fingers. "Come on, H. Talk to us." 

"Nothing to fucking talk about." 

Davey hoisted his guitar over his knee and threw the lead over to Bruce, who plugged it into the amp by his 

side. He played the opening licks to ‘Only The Good Die Young’ and smiled at me, gesturing towards my Fender. | 
plugged it into the other amp and joined in. We played the intro and looked at Bruce when it was time for him 

to sing. 

"Fuck off," he scowled. "Haven't even had my tea yet. Fucking banjo players." 


"Ill sing," | offered. "From the top?" 


Davey nodded and we went for it. Bruce swung his legs over the armrest and grinned, soon belting out the 


backing vocals during the chorus. It was good fun. After a while, Bruce the peacock couldn't help himself and 
assumed lead vocals again. Nicko showed up after the second rendition of ‘Hallowed Be Thy Name’, which we 


hadn't played in months, and we soon had one of our famous impromptu sitting room rehearsals. 
"YEAAAAAAHEYYEEEAAAHEYYEEEAAAH! HALLOWED BE THY NAME!" 

The energy was exhilarating. 

No bass, no keyboards, no headfuck. This was the Iron Maiden | knew and loved. Except that | was lying to 
myself, because the thing | wanted more than anything wasn't there. The dawning realisation of this sucked all 
the joy out of playing for me. 


| told the others | had an appointment and went home. 


And so, once again, | hurtled headlong into the fucking stratosphere of fucking high visibility epic misery leaving 
straight white vapour trails of fuck all hope. 


eR 


When | arrived home | went straight to bed. Mercifully, | fell asleep instantaneously and felt better when | 
woke up. | took a shower and ate something, and was just about to practice new material, when the phone rang. 
Steve's voice hit me like a velvet slap. He said he was on his way over and wanted to check that | was in. My 
breath caught in my throat and | could do nothing but feel the flow of his voice, the presence of him, like 
something alive flowing over my skin. This was over the fucking phone. How the hell could | see him alone in 


person and maintain my shields, let alone my composure? 

| wondered if Jesus suffered this much. 

Yes, | was actually comparing my trials with those of Christ. Well, if ever | am crucified, please don't fucking 
bother with ladders and pairs of fucking pliers. Just let me die like the fucking elephantitis snout faced twat 


that | am. Nice one. 


| made a point of not drinking anything. Just in case fate throws my finger in his mouth again and there's a 


gnats arse chance that he still fancies me. 
| washed my face and looked in the mirror. 
No more lies. 


eR 


"Listen to me, you pinstripe fucking sewer reptile. You're about as low a rung on the ladder of fucking 


humiliating serfdom as you can fucking get. It puts you lower than the fucking guy whose job it is to hold 


fucking wankbuckets on adult movie sets." 
Apparently, | didn't need booze to charm my way into Steve's pants. 


He sighed. "Your quantum thinking is giving me air sickness. The G-force is tearing the flesh from my fucking 
jaw. What, in fucking fuck, does having our own label have anything at all to do with fucking serfdom? It's the 


other way round you wanker!" 


"No it ain't," | snorted. "Because now we have EMI doing all the dirty work for us, but if we go independent 
we're gonna have to brown nose everyone in the business, to say nothing of having our assets frozen to fuck 


until its all sorted out in the courts." 
"Maybe, but itll give us more money and control in the long-term.’ 


"The long-term? What, do you have a fucking ten year plan? Fucking forecasts? Profit and loss analysis? 
Fucking spreadsheets? Just the thought of that's causing diarrhoea to course hotly in the direction of my 


arsehole." 
Steve rubbed his face. "Ade, the modern metal scene dictates—" 


‘lm well up to date with the modern metal scene, thank you. Labels like Roadrunner Records. Metallica 
Megadeth. Mayhem. Sepultura. Blind fucking Guardian. Norwegian black metal. Hail Satan! Blood! Blood! Must have 
blood! Young blood! Come hither, my young ones. ‘Arry you rancid streak of fucking cockrot, did the arse end 


of metal ever squirt out anyone who epitomised the uncut essence of cock more than you?" 
He burst out laughing. 
| glared until | could glare no more and then fucking laughed with him. 


And then all of a sudden he was on top of me. | stopped breathing. He leaned his face over mine, and the thick 


waves of his long brown hair fell against my skin. 
We smashed into each other. 


Our kiss was hard enough to bruise. We explored and possessed each other, holding each other firm and almost 
immobile as we braced our bodies against the onslaught of roaming hands and raging hormones. His lips, his 
taste, his tongue, | tried to drink him down my throat as if he were the finest of wines and | was dying of 
thirst. He finally drew back from me, enough for me to see his face, and | stared breathlessly, heatedly, my 
eyes hungry for the sight of those perfect cheekbones, the dimple that softened his face. The overhead lights 
caught strands of gold and copper, like metallic wire through the deep brown of his hair. As his lips hovered 
over mine, | wondered whether this could be easy, something to savour and spit out, nothing to bloody agonise 
over. | could use his body and be done with it. Then his lips touched mine and | stopped thinking. It was the 
barest of brushes, and | felt my cock grind achingly against his own. | might have pulled away, but the moment 


his body pressed tightly against mine there was no going back, no saying no, nothing but heat and hardness and 


sensation. 


For one trembling moment we stayed still, breathing heavily like the sides of two great beasts. Then our 


control gave way and melted into madness. 


We crashed into each other again in a rush that built like the edge of orgasm when you can feel it growing 
large and overwhelming but you can't quite reach it. The power didn't just build, it exploded as we ravaged 
each other's bodies with teeth and tongues in a moaning mess of abandon. It felt like lying at ground zero of a 
nuclear explosion, the shock waves shooting out, out into the room while we fucked and fucked and fucked and 


fused together in the centre, all sweat and semen and saliva. 


| don't know if | passed out or lost time, but all of a sudden | registered Steve collapsed beside me, his body 
pressing the length of mine, breath coming in ragged pants. 


